Parnell
the Celt was a wistful, dreamy person, addicted to the more
remote sorts of poetry, and passionately convinced of the
existence of fairies, ghosts, and leprechauns. But the Celt
has another and darker side to his nature than is dreamt of
by Mr. William Butler Yeats. There are dark recesses in
the Celtic soul where wild beasts lurk, and sometimes in
the silence of the Celtic twilight these beasts emerge, ready
for ravishment and the darkest destruction. A romantic
realist, John Millington Synge, went and peered into the
recesses, and returned and told his appalled countrymen
what he had seen. He stripped the rags of romance from
the Celtic Irish, and was publicly execrated for besmirching
his race. Yet the beasts were there, and had not been
imagined or invented by Synge, and a time was soon to come
when they would emerge from their recesses to ravish and
to destroy, and not even the most purblind member of the
Gaelic League would be able to deny their existence. It
happens now and then that the world, deceived by the
apparent kindliness and gay behaviour and pretty melancholy
,of the Celt, finds itself horrified by his unparalleled cruelty.
That has happened in our own time. " We devised certain
* bloody instructions* to use against the British," says Mr.
P* S. CXHegarty, himself a member of the Supreme Council
of the Irish Republican Brotherhood, and now a highly-placed
Post Office official under the Irish Free State Government.
** We adopted political assassination as a principle; we devised
the ambush; we encouraged women to forget their sex and
play at gunmen; we turned the whole thoughts and passions
of a generation upon blood and revenge and death; we placed
gunmen, mostly half-educated and totally inexperienced, as
dictators with powers of life and death over large areas. We
derided the moral law, and said that there was no law but
the law of force. And the moral law answered us. Every
devilish thing we did against the British went its full circle,